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ILL CARDON shifted in his seat on the 
army truck roaring up to the Kauju 
front in western Korea. He wore a scowl on 
his face and his helmet was jammed down far 
over his head. From time to time, he threw a 
hard look at the truck travelling alongside of 
them, just a few yards away. The other truck 
was full of South Korean regulars. 

Up ahead the hard-contested Kauju front 
rocked with UN and North Korean barrages. 

"S'matter?" Joe Kelsey, sitting next to Bill 
Cardon, noticed the hard, dissatisfied look on 
Bill's face. 

Bill' jerked- a thumb toward the truck of 
South Korean soldiers. "Them," he said con- 
temptuously. "Just a bunch of . . ." He paused. 
"Oh, I know they're good fighters — when they 
want to be. The trouble is you never know 
which of them's really on our side!" 

"You're all wrong," Joe said firmly. "That's 
the Fourth Company. They fought their way 
side by side with our boys from Taegu up to 
the Yalu — and back!" He shook his head. "You 
haven't been in Korea long, Bill. You don't 
know the people. They hate the Reds. It's only 
a couple of malcontents who . . ." 

"We heard plenty on the way over," Bill said 
harshly. "Besides, that company's not the orig- 
inal Fourth." 

"You're darn tootin' it isn't," Joe said quietly. 
"The Fourth's been wiped out and reconsti- 
tuted three times." 

"That means they're mainly raw recruits," 
Bill said, sneering. 

Joe Kelsey gave Bill a long, direct look. 
"Boy, you got lots to learn about this man's 
war," he said. 

Bill's face darkened. He frowned. "Look, 
Joe, I'm doin' my duty. I'm fightin' for de- 
mocracy." He slapped his shoulder. "I already 
spilt a pint of blood to prove it." His face 
grew hard and bitter. "I just wanta be sure I 
didn't do it for a bunch of — ingrates." 

Joe was about to open his mouth again when 
the trucks jerked to a halt. 

Up ahead the front was suddenly silent. It 
stretched under the grey skies and rolling 
country, devasted, blackened, with no sign of 
the enemy at all. The bombardments were over. 

"They've held this sector for over a year," 
Joe remarked. "Tough babies." 

"Well, that's why they're sending us up. 



aren't they?" Bill asked. "And maybe we'll 
handle the job, too." His gaze swung toward 
the South Korean company. '"If we get any- 
thing like good support." 

At a command, as the trucks turned and 
roared back down the road, the two UN com- 
panies advanced at a trot into a defile, then 
down to its end and emerged onto a torn, shat- 
tered slope. 

"Spread out !" 

Up ahead a burst of rifle fire flung bullets 
over the soldiers' heads. 

His head swivelling, Bill Cardon saw the 
South Koreans flatten instantly and he grunted. 

Joe Kelsey, watching him narrowly, also 
grunted. "They're smart," he said. "They may 
be raw recruits, but they know how tough and 
smart the enemy is, too." He pulled Bill down 
with him and now the whole company was 
bellying down, advancing as most armies in 
history have, on their knees and elbows. 

The front came closer, still dark and even 
more blackened. A shell shrieked in front of 
them and every UN soldier hugged the ground 
like a pillow until it landed, hundreds of yards 

"They haven't got the range yet," Bill whis- 
pered hoarsely. 

"What range?" Joe asked grimly. "You think 
they can see us any better than we can see 
them? That's the trouble. They're dug in, 
entrenched, camouflaged. Air-spotting can't 
bracket 'em. They dig tunnels underground 
from trench to trench, gun position to giin po- 
sition. We do the same. If we could spot a 
weak position we might be able to crack this 
sector of the front wide open, but . . ." he 
hunched his shoulders. 

The South Korean company came closer as 
the landscape narrowed into a small flat space, 
with the ground rising away from the bottom 
on both sides in smoothly rising slopes that 
broke, at the top, into jagged rocks. 

Suddenly Bill found himself crawling next 
to a South Korean soldier. The man looked at 
him and grinned a greeting. 

Whuuump! Whump! 
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5 A 5TRANGE PLACE FOR AN INFANTRY SOLDIER, NO 
DOUBT ABOUT IT, AND THE PITCHING AND ROLLING AND TOSSING 
MADE THE FAT LITTLE PRIVATE QUITE SICK. BUT THE LARGE 
SARGE WA5 MIGHTY UNSYMPATHETIC . HE MERELY GRINNED A 
VA5T GRIN AND SAID. "HI ,TUB31E . . . 



THE RED5 ARE SKITTERIN' ANO 
5CATTERIN', BATTLE '. WE'VE 
BUSTED 'E/w: 



\JL 



SO WE HAVE, TUBBIE THEY CRACKED 
EASIER' N A RECE OF DIME-STORE CHINA, 
iND THAT'S THE FULL TRUTH .' 
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' 5AR.-JINT, I'M A WAN OF MANY TALENTS , BUT 
SEING A RADIO MECHANIC AlN'T ONE OF 'EM 
THIS GADGET'S COLDEK'N A HOCKSHOP 

t KEEPER'S HEART ! 



TSAftCXy, B/LL BATTIS 8X/EFS 7VB3te, AND AFrB#SWtO¥XO. 
MZMS r/V£/# WATCttgS, T#£ ffOTVAO PWATS <W 

5UPPQ5E WHILE I TRAIPSE THROUGH THEIR TERRITORY, THE 
RED5 GRAB ft 

SUPPOSE THEM. / TUB, YOU'RE A PRIVATE AND PRIVATES 
5AlbOR5 DIDN'T / AIN'T SUPPOSED TO SUPPOSE NOTHINCSi 
WAIT? f GO BACK THE WAY WE CAME, AND GEF 
5UPP05E ... 2 THROUGH TO THE ADMIRAL OR — BANG, 




rTSWEMtW TmiOMO DAMG&Z-r.CAtyrwT VCt/ffs , r#£ M/<S£ WAfK MOSS* PRAVfm 7Z/gg/£ Wi£ stfeAX' 

sAf'si.y wtfoo&tf ti¥£#£p lwes. at oA'i= po/ivt a ffso sece/wry. sswmY STC/M3L£S OftTQ tffSi 

tt/Q/MS PtACf, AA/O,. . 




Traitor 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
A hundred men slapped their heads face- 
down into earth. Then a high whine shrieked 
down on them — a flight of mortar shells. They 
struck fifty yards away, "instantly the earth 
shook as the four-inchers exploded with a ter- 

Bill and Joe and the South Korean stared, 
horrified at the gap blown into the South 
Korean company. Ten men were dead. Just 
one of those hit was alive. They watched him 
dragged back. 

Bill's eyes crossed with the South Korean's, 
saw the infinite pain there, deep, unrelieved. 
The South Korean returned the glance for an 
instant. Then he rose. 

Bill gasped. "Where the devil's he . . ." 

The swiftly-moving soldier reached the top 
of the jagged rocks, pulled a white handker- 
chief from his pocket and waved it. Then he 

"He's deserting!" joe Kelsey yelled. The 
muzzle of his rifle came down smack in line 
with the fleeing figure. Then the gun barbed. 
The figure disappeared. 

Joe started to move up the slope. "The 
lousy traitor . . ." he began again and stopped 
talking. He was looking at Bill Cardon and in 
Bill's eyes there was bitterness. 

"He musta got to their lines by now — or he 
will in a couple of minutes," Bill said. He 
didn't look at Joe. 

Joe's face reddened. "Look, Bill, it's only one 
out of a bunch of good eggs." he said. 

"Yeah," Bill said tonelessly. 

A small thunder started up in front. Joe 
looked haggardly ahead. "Another bombard- 
ment," he said wearily. "We're stuck here— but 

Around them mortar shells began coming 
down. Then the curtain of fire crept hack slow- 
ly, toward the larger masses of troops in the 
rear. The UN counter-fire began— a hell of 
roaring sound. 

Evening came in a glow of red cannon fire. 
The two companies dug in, chewed their ra- 
tions cold. The bombardment stopped at nine 
o'clock. Night closed in over the front, freez- 
ing it. But behind the two companies. Bill 
sensed more and more men coming up, digging 
in. For what, he asked himself? In a strange 
kind of anxiety he moved up slowly, followed 



by Joe. They split the night in watches. 
Toward dawn, Bill dozed off. Then: 

"Bill—wake up!" It was Joe, prodding him 
with a foot. Joe pointed ahead. A figure was 
running toward them. 

"It's that stinking South Korean . . ," Bill 
yelled. 

A blast of rifle fire burst from the enemy 
lines. The figure staggered, hit, picked itself 
up, ran on until it tumbled into the foxhole, 
shuddered, gasped and then lay still. 

"He's dead," Bill said. "I can't figure it out 
Joe. I . . ." 

Behind them a lieutenant bellied up, fol- 
lowed by a corporal with a walkie-talkie. The 
officer nodded as he saw the dead man's face. 

"That's him," he'said. Quickly, before the 
astonished eyes of Bill and Joe he went 
through the uniform. There was nothing on 
it but a patched wallet containing a picture 
of a woman holding a baby. 

"What— what's it all mean, Lieutenant?" 
Bill stammered. "I — I thought this guy was a 
traitor. He's the one who surrendered!" 

"He's a hero," the UN officer said calmly. 
"There was a weak spot and a strong spot up 
ahead, hut we didn't know which was which. 
So this man volunteered to fake a surrender, 
take a look around as he was led back, then 
try to escape. If the weak spot was the one we 
thought it was, he'd be carrying this picture 
of his wife and kid hack with him. If it was 
the other, he'd have torn it up — provided he 
was found dead— as he was.*' The officer gazed 
grimly at the body. 

i6'Wfc/ r E FIGURED, they wouldn't bother 
" taking a picture like that off him— 
it's the one thing the enemy Jets our captured 
soldiers keep, since it has no value to them. 
Of course, if he'd have gotten back alive, he 
could have told us by word of mouth, but he 
didn't." He turned to the corporal. "Point 
Seven," he said. "Give the command to advance 
along the whole sector. This time, we're going 
through!" He clenched His fists. "Right 
through Kauju!" 

Bill's eyes dropped as Joe looked at him, 
but he raised them an instant later. Unashamed- 
ly he saluted the body of the dead soldier. 

"Sure, we're goin' through," he said. "With 
guys like that for buddies we couldn't fail!" 
THE END 
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I'll be happy to send you x 

this cheerful, talking 

PARAKEET (sometimes 

known as a "BUDGIE" Wfci , 

Bird) that looks like a minis- —^TV / 

tore talking parrot with »^J. V / 

bright colored feathers WITH- » / 
OUT YOU PAYING A 

PENNY. Parakeets are small, clean and 

healthy. Yoo have a choice of beao- 
tifol Bloe, Green or Yellow plomage. 
Simply help os get new customers by 
handing out only 20 get-acqnainted, 
photo enlargement coupons rKbr, to 
friends and relatives as per our pre- 
mium letter. I enjoy my bright colored 
talking Parakeet so much. It is wonder- 
ful company and so easy to care for. 
that I'm sure you will simply love one 
yourself. 

Please send me your favorite snapshot, photo or 
Kodak picture when writing for your Parakeet. 
We will make you a~ beautiful 5 x 7 inch enlarge- 
ment in a handsome "Movietone" frame SO YOU _ CAN 
TELL YOUR FRIENDS about our bargain, hand-colored en 
largements when handing out the get-acquainted coupons free 
lust mail me vour favorite snapshot, print or negative 
NOW and pTy the postman only 19c plus postage when your 
treasured enlargement arrives and HI Include the "M™*"™ 1 ™ 

Tk, in 

, y . f i v.-uh y-ur enlargement and frame. «. » 
dude the COLOR OF HAIR AND EYES with each mature so I can also 
rive vou our barcain offer on a second «nb«B»ml MM"* 
k ° Toi for natural hearty, sparkle and life, like v.e have done for 
_____ thousands of others. 




Talking 

keets are amaz- 
ing little birds that 
sing, whistle, talk, 
do tricks. Small, 
hardy, clean. Beau- 
tiful green, blue or 
yellow plumage. 
Easy to teach as 
many as 400 words. 
Long lived, cheerful 
and affectionate. 
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I'm so anxious to 
send you a cheerful, 
talking Parakeet 
(Budgie) that I hope & 
you will send L me your 
name, address and snap- 

20°En?argemenf Coupons to hand out FREE. Mrs. Ruth 
Long, Gift Manager. 
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